KWANTUNG   MESSAGE              m

The first soldier wanted to run past the horse.
Sen Feng shot him. The others recoiled.

"Soldiers," Seng Feng shouted, "you are fleeing
without reason. Aren't you ashamed ? Reinforcements
are on the way. We have to hold the battlefield. We
have to keep our freedom. Soldiers, this is the
decisive battle. Long live Sun Yat Sen, Forward."

The soldiers stared at each other. Then they
simply tried to run past his horse. Seng Feng, shooting,
drove them back again.

" Soldiers," he shouted. " Think. It is the decisive
battle. Think."

Suddenly uncontrollable fury gripped him. He
screamed and shot. Where is the fault he thought,
where ? Why are the soldiers so cowardly, so down-
hearted ? Why do they lack enthusiasm ?

Now the big mass of the fugitives came in sight.
The road was black with them. Yellow faces with
rolling eyes, sweating, shouting, panic-stricken, fear
in thousand forms and bodies, they ran towards Seng
Feng.

His horse grew restless. He stretched his arms
out, gesticulated, shot and screamed. Nobody listened.
They fled past with the elemental force of a flood.
His horse took fright, pranced, turned and blindly
galloped on, into the masses of the fleeing, to their van,
now leading on the stream of panic. Seng Feng tried
desperately to collect it. It didn't heed the bit, horror
had given unfeeling to his mouth, Seng Feng
shortened the reins with iron grip, the horse didn't
even bend his neck, it galloped on, its black mane
fluttering mockingly before Seng Feng's eyes.

He was now actually leading the fleeing soldiers.